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*HE BENT DOWN AND KISSED HER FOR THE FIfS1 TIME WITHOUT PASSION."

{ A 41 4 R

(Copyright, 1900, hy Gertrude Atherton, All rights reserved.)
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ef the Mission rancl r the s, and were in gala attire of
black glazed sombrero with silver white shirt open at the
tiiroat, short black velver tronsers lac ) sasn an
high vellow bom Four, pistol in hand, 1
fris t the corrtdor, while the I

ging a bear and a bull, witl
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time the battle w longe i nore various, for the ball was

| SUE Fwice he almost had the
bear an his horns=, but was rolled, only saving his neck and back
from the fury of the mountain beast by such a kicking and leaping
that both combatants were indistinguishable from the whirlwind
of dust. Out of this they would emerge to stand panting in front

smaller., more active and dexter
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rated to know that vou wat \ v bull-
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ou have only to sav the
Juno will sail to-night.”
Never before kad she scen his face so unmasked, Tler voi ¢
shook in triumph and respon

“"Would you? Would you?”

“Say the ward!”
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“You would sacrifice all—the company—vyour carecr— I
Sitkans "

“All—everything.’
for even in that mon

care.

But Concha detected that second by c 1n his and turned
her head sadly.

“You would not say that to-mors
made you say it now. [ love vou enough to wait i
have not the courage to hand you over to your enemies.”
“You are strangely far-sighted for a voung girl.” And between
admiration and pique, his ardor suffered a chill.
“I am no longer a young girl. In these last davs it has secmed
to me that secrets locked in my brain, secrets of wi

but of whose essence I am, have conie forth to the light.
suffered in anticipation. My mind has lown—flown—I have
those two years until they are twenty, thirty, and I
into old ;

age here by the sea, watching, watching—"

She had dropped all pretence of coquetry and was speaking with
a pa nate forlornness. Put before he could interrupt her, take
advantage of the retreating voices that left them alone at last, she
Lhad drawn hersel 1 “Po not think,
however,” she said weak and sille
as that. It was return 1 should
grieve, yves: and My e
still would my heart
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“{ He was deenly moved, and at the swme time her
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depth of hi r response as subtle, filling him
with a rush of angry impatience at the mortality of man. He
glanced over his shoulder, then took her recklessly in his arms.
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v, sank into sonie unexplored
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